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A VOCATION MISSED. 


Mr. Brown. ‘“‘Look wert, Manta. Loox at toe Youno Lapy’s tient Tovcn |” 


Mrs. Brown, “‘“En! Wuat a HAND FOR 


Pastry !!” 








OUR BOOKING-OFFICE. 


Ox the cover, a maiden in a sad violet-coloured gown, trying 
to catch a wild deluge of D rocks, is no surprising pre- 
paration for a story of the “ distressful counthry.” This figure on 
the outside is transformed inside to A Daughter of Erin, by 
Viotet Finny. It is a romantic tale of a family “of no im 
ance,” except that they possess a banshee—the one great l- 
mark of genuine Celtic respectability, and without which no 
house is considered complete. 

The History of the Horn Book, by Anprew W. Tver, F.S.A. 
(Leadenhall is), gives the start and decline of the handy form 
of primer from which our forefathers learnt their A B C, 
in the days when education was not a matter of compulsion. 
According to learned research, the Horn occasionally 
served other purposes, such as a battledore or even bat; whilst 
it became a seductive instrument in a teacher’s hand wherewith 
to impress its contents on some hard-headed youth. Its subtle 
handiness was not at such moments highly ap iated by the 
pupil. With graceful allusion to Mr. Punch’s Sires on a former 
occasion, the author has inserted two or three imens of the 
Horn Book im a pocket at the end of the book. the names 
of Lintey Sampourne, Pat May, Percy Macqvorp, Miss Maupe 
ay Oe are among the many illustrators, speaks volumes for 
the book, 

Mr. J. Huntty McCarrny has added two volumes to his story 
of The French Revolution (Cuatto anp Winpvs). The under- 
taking of such a task in view of the imposing array of standard 
works on the subject indicates a bold spirit. With all its proved 

| naccuracy, Cartyte’s French Revolution still fills the bills. 
| Mr. McCartny, though not quite so picturesque in style, is safer 
than the Sage on matters of fact. ding between the lines 
of his work, it is easy to see that he has spared no pains in the 
way of consulting authorities. As the last gleaner in a well- 
Swept field, he has the advantage of profiting by the labours 
of those whe have gone before him since CarLYLz brought out 
his brimful basket. His literary art is equal to the most exacting 
demands. In particular, it mi be imagined that a still young 
author would shrink from telling over again the story of the 
Flight to Varennes. Mr. MoCarray is not in that used, and for 


(Biackre & Son.) 





breathless interest the chapter need not fear comparison with 
CartYie’s famous and flaming picture. 

By the way, the Baron is informed, that in a recent review he 
twice mi t Mr. Qurttern Covcon’s name and called him 
“Crouch.” Very hospitable of the Baron to give him a liquid, 
and here’s Mr. Qurtizr Covcn’s health! But how much better 
to be “Crovcn” than “Covon,” as the latter name implies an 
article only intended to be sat upon. Une fois encore a votre 
santé, Monsieur Canapé! So far, so good! 

The Political Life of the Right Hon. W. E. Gladstone, illus 
trated from Punch (Brapsuny, Aonew & Co.), brought up to 
within measurable distance of its conclusion by late Mr. E 
J. Mruurxen, and now finished by Mr. H. W. Lucy, must be to 
every Engli » no matter to what geliiieal party he ma 
belong, or to the —— spectator holding al from all 
political parties, an idering them, as did the heathen philoso- 
pher of old, “all equally right or all equally wrong,” a work of 
absorbing interest. These three volumes are a most valuable 
contribution to the political hist of our time. The illustra 
tions, by the artists of Mr. Punch’s staff, headed by Sir Jonn 
TENNIRL, give us the chief characters among the dramatts persone 
in the many and varied epoch-making situations that have 
occurred during the run of the great political drama in which Mr. 
GuapstonE played the principal réle. Tus Baron vz B.-W. 


P.S.—It wasa “ Happy Thought ” of Mr. Jomn Larzy’s to turn 
Klondyke into a little Christmas Gold-mine for himself and his 
companions in the Golden Number of the Penny Illustrated Paper, 
though what connection there is between Klondyke and a “ Hunt 
B ast” as a in the large coloured picture where 
those indispensable members of a hunt, namely, foxes, male and 
female, are all enjoying themselves together, it is at first sight 
not a little difficult to say. Perhaps these i A sas are discussing 
whether it wouldn’t be better to be off to Klondyke before the 
Winter is over, the discussion having been started by the Star 
of Klondyke, the title of Mr. Larey’s Christmas Number afore- 
said, now brought under their notice. Artists and authors have 
made the Star of Klondyke a real brilliancy, or ‘twould be 
better to say, “transparency,” as no doubt everybody will get 
it, and look through it. 
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THE REMOTE NIGHT-GOWN. 

Sir H. H. J: mwerow, in his “ Hintsas to Dress 
for British Central Africa,” says, anent night- 
{ccer'in semeto parte of Ragiee’, but Gap have 
linger in 0! nd, ow ve 
_ since been banished from the life of Sucpemne 
in the Tropics.’’} 

Waen condemning our night-gowns, 
And calling them fright gowns, 

Sir H. makes a grave accusation ; 

For these very same white gowns, 
Although they are light gowns, 

Do not merit his hard imputation, 
Since for ages they ’ve been 
Just the ents unseen 

By any known African nation, 

Though in countries remote— 
Such as England—they vote 

For this monstrous “ undressification,” 

And from England, let’s say, to Bombay 
or Bahamas, 

The night-robe in case holds its own with 
pyjamas! 








THE BITTER CRY OF THE ES.QUIRES. 


In pursuance of the address which was 
communicated on November 12 to the 
Baronets of England, Ireland, Scotland, 
Great Britain and the United Kingdom, 
by an influential committee of that 
Honourable Order, it is understood that a 
circular is being drawn up to the following 
effect by the long-suffering and down- 
trodden hoiders of the ancient, but now 
misused, title of “ Esquire ” : — 

We, the members of “The Senior Com- 
mittee of the Estimable Order of Esquires,” 
being of opinion that an occasion has now 
arrived when suitable preliminary steps 
may be taken with a view to establish and 
maintain the privileges of the Order, do 
invite as many other esquires as possible 
to join in the aims as here summarised, 
for example : — 

1. To revive the Royal Warrant of the 
date April 1, 13th Queen Anne, in so far 
as it is ordained that esquires on succeed- 
ing to their title should establish their 
descent from some sort of an ancestor, so 
as gradually to eliminate the parvenus, the 
nouveauz riches, the organ-grinders, cab- 
runners and to-can-men, soi-disant 
esquires, from further official recognition. 

2. To vary the recent precedency order 
so as to apply only to esquires who are 
unable to pay their week’s rent, or have 
lately served a term of penal servitude. 
To revive the use of the ancient style of 
“estimable” or “ respectable.” 

3. To assign to the Esquirage like other 
| orders below the peerage, with habit and 
| insignia, that is, coat, collar, and cuffs, 
| the last-named having been provided (at 
| the expense of grammatical training) on 
| credit at any of the Universities through- 
| out the Kingdom. 

_ 4. That on the death of each esquire his 
insignia be returned by his executors to 
the washerwoman and the dustman respec- 
| tively (as is the case with the Orders of 
Gents, Misters and Commercial Travellers), 
to be returned to the next esquire on satis- 
factorily proving his need of the same. 
_5. That the relative precedence of the 
Estimable Order among foreign croupiers 
and chevaliers d’industrie should be autho- 
ritatively defined. 

6. That those esquires whose patents 
contain the clause by which their eldest 
sons are entitled to the style of “ Mister” 
on attaining their majority, should send 
in the names forthwith, in order to have a 
definite ruling on this important point. 








GZ 








M76, 


Traveller, ‘‘CAN YOU DIRECT mE TO HoLLow Mxeapows !” 


Hodge (who stutters frightfully). ‘* Ye-ve-ve-yes. 


T-f-T-T-TURNING ON TH-THE 


Bu-BUB-BUB-BUT YOU 'D BUB-BUB-BUB-BETTER BE GU-GU-GU-GANGIN’ ON. 


F-F-¥ FIRST 


You 1-1T-T-T-TAKE THE 
IGHT, AND KU-KU-KU-KEEP STRAIGHT ON OWER TH’ B-B-B-BKIG, 


You ‘LL GU-GuU-GET 


THERE QUICKER TH-TH-TH-THAN I CAN T-T-T-TELL You |” 





The primary essential for the success of 
this movement is an overpowering number 
of supporters, and it will materially stiffen 
the backs of the committee if esquires will 
kindly append their mark to the enclosed 
Sm, eperins our aims, and ing, 
nominally at least, one of our supporters 
for fortune favours the big battalions, all 
things, we mean, all other things, being 
equal. Indeed, it cannot be too clearly 
nor too often reverberated, that unless the 
greater majority of prehistoric esquires are 

as our aims and methods, we 

1 continue ae be ranked at meee ty 
am plain Misters, just as Baronets have 
their digestion spoilt by taking precedence 





after the sons of legal life rs, and our 
efforts may be regarded as foredoomed to 
failure, and we shall be thankful to know 
whether the order as a whole is sympa. 
thetic, apathetic, or paralytic. 





The Force of Classic Teaching. 


Master. Now, boys, what is Hexham 
famous for? 

Binks Minor. Making the hexameter, 
i [Waits afterwards. 
Division or Society 1n Kent.— The 
Lower Class and the Hopper Class. 
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MR. J. M. BARRIE (Novelist and Dramatic Author). 
‘Kou, Sins! ‘WuHavrk's your Wuiiie SHAKSPEARE NOO?t'’” 


Tue linguistic “deefeecultees” (if Little Minister Barrre will 
pardon my attempt at phonetic spelling of Scotch “as” I think 
‘she is spoken”) that faced me within the first few of 
The Little Minister (wasn’t it called “T'he Stickit Minister,” or is 
that another divine in another ministry ?) were so obstacular, that 
no amount of my own particular supply of perseverance, within a 
limited period, was sufficient to surmount them. Had I been a 
literary “Death or Glory Boy,” I would have charged again, 
would have broken down the Barrie-cade, overtopped the “ deefee- 
cultees ” or perished in the attempt. But it was not so to be, and 
hence it happens that my thorough acquaintance with the story 
and characters of Mr. J. M. Barriz’s Scotch novel has been made 
through the medium of his play at the Haymarket. The plot is 
fresh, ingenious, and dramatic ; it is lucidly told by the dramatist 
and, every one of the dramatis persona being a distinctly marked 
character, it is admirably acted by all concerned in the representa- 
tion. If ever dramatic author had reason to be tho i 


. ly y satis- 
fied with his interpreters it is Mr. Barrre. Mr. Freperick 


| Harrison and Mr. Crrit Mavpe may well congratulate them- 





selves, and certainly deserve the congratulations of all play-goers 
on the wisdom of their selection. Thank goodness that Mr. 
Brannon Tomas, Mr. Mark Krixyenorne, Mr. Tyugr, Mr. 
Houtman Ciark, and Mr. Sypney VaLentine—all excellent— 
only very occasionally speak such Scotch as is unintelligible to 
the unaccustomed ear of the McoCocknry. The thanks of the 
pate on this score are equally due to Mrs. E. H. Brooke and 
Miss Mary Mackenzie, both of whom favour the public with 
just so much of the strong Scotch as suffices to show how unin- 
telligible they could be if they chose. Mr. Cyrnin Mavupp has 
been wisely advised (by himself) in not making any attempt at 
t broad accent which might have rendered the parvo love 
passages between the captivated Little Minister and the eccentric 
daughter of the Earl of Rintoul so hopelessly ridiculous that their 
marriage would have excited the deepest sympathy of the audience 
for the father (as cruelly deceived as was ever old Brabantio by 





luckless Desdemona who married the Moor—not ae & Scotland), 
and the greatest pity for the honest, plucky Little Minister, in 
whose future as de husband of such an eccentric, volatile, and | 
tricky little n as Lady Babbie would be laid up a store of | 
misery, ¢@ in sensational scandal and divorce. The | 
character of the Keverend Gavin Dishart, who at the end of the 

third act might well have changed his name to “ Give-in-Dis- 
hartened” but for the blundering malice of Captain Halliwell, 
(not a pleasant type of English officer, well-played by Mr. Ha:- 
LaRD,) is perfectly rendered by Mr. Crem Mavppg, artistically 
made up as the youthful Presbyterian clergyman. ‘ 

Mrs. Cram Mavps, still appearing in the bill under her maiden 
name of Miss Winivrep Emenr, has found in Lady Babbie a part 
to which, as a true comedian, she can do full justice. That Lady 
Babbie is irritating to a degree no one can fail to admit, and 
that the aristocratically-nosed Karl, her father, played with 
Wellingtonian abruptness by Mr. W. G. Exiior, would be 
justified in somehow punishing her severely, must be felt by every 
self-respecting patertamilias visiting the theatre; and yet this 
* Babbie,” in spite of her Carmen-like manner when she throws 
the rose at “the Reverend gent,” just as the Spanish Gipsy-giri 
threw the flower at the captivated Von José and then ran away, 
and in spite of her silliness, her giggling, her making fun ot 
her lover, and tricking her father, is irritatingly lovable—and 
whippable. 

The last act is the best of four good ones, and the very last 
situation on which the curtain descends is quite sufficient to 
dismiss an audience thoroughly pleased with everything and 
everybody—for they stop to encore the final tableau, over and 
over again, so humorous and so full of surprise is it,—and to 
unsure the complete success of 7'he Little Minister. 

In the bill it is stated that Sir ArexanpeR Mackznzin has 
specially written music for the piece. It may be so, of course it 
is 80, since it is so announced, but for my part, 1 got no “ special 
Scotch” in the way of music during the entertainment, for when 
the actors were not speaking the audience were, and conversation 
being loud and generai during the vntractes, wnile a considerable 
number were availing themseives of this “ ten minutes allowed for 
ref nt” to visit the smoking-room, it seemed to me that, 
“ but for the look of the thing” in the programme, a few Scotch 
tunes, and occasionally an ordinary “meio,” would have been 

uite sufficient to have met the musical requirements of the play. 

owever, thank goodness, there are no bagpipes. Probably Sir 
ALEXANDER’s “ ial Scotch” compositions will soon be heard, 
and then appreciated at a MoCuassicaL concert. 





TO GUARDIANS. 


(* The Holbeach (Lincolnshire) Guaruians have received a letier from the 
Local Government Board asking what number of currants wese to be put in 
the chiiacen’s puddings. 1t seems tuat the iniosmation was wanted for audit 
purposes. The mastec of the workhouse is W provide a reply to tue comumuni- 
cation.’’— Westmuster Gasette. | - 


Ly view of the above it is obvious that guardians in the future 
will be expected to possess certain quaiifications that have not been 
required of them in the past. We are informed on high authority 
that intending candidates will be subjected to a searching ex- 
amination before they are allowed to offer themselves at the poll. 
The following questions have been forwarded to us as a specimen 
paper, the numbers in brackets’ indicating the vaiue attached 
to a correct answer to each. 

1. How would you test for adipose tissue in a Holbeach pauper? 
How would you if you found any traces of it? (10) 

4 yse your emotions after consuming a workhouse dinner. 

Describe the preparation known as “bread and scrape,” and 
estimate in milli of a millimetre the thickness of the 
butter. [10] 

3. There are z old women in award A. There are y tea-leaves 
in half a pound of tea. There are z gallons of H,U in the copper. 
Solve the mixed equation 
{yxz H,O (lukewarm)]+1 oz. condensed milk 

wy 4 





(10) 

pau are fed on plum duff. Twenty- 

four deaths take place wishin twenty-four hours. The local 
ress (Radical) argues that the latter are the direct result of the 
ormer. Is this a case of the fallacy post hoc ergo propter hoc! 


If not, why not? [10] 
5. “Nature abhors a vacuum.” What inference would you | 
a Guardian's 


draw from this as to Nature’s attitude towards (a) 
skull, and (b) a pauper’s stomach? [10] 

6. Solve the problem proposed by the Holbeach Local Govern- | 
ment Board as quoted at the head of this paper. [50] 


xz 


4. Twenty-four bilious 
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EMULATION. 


Stranger (who means to cut us all down). “‘1 suppose IT's JUMPABLE?” 


i’ iM. “shh ~~ 


cs 4\ 


-* 


Our Pet Thruster (determined not to be left). ‘‘No, QUITE IMPOSSIBLE. BuT IT WILL BE ALL_RIGHT—IF You CAN Swim!” 








LETTERS TO THE CELEBRATED, 
No. 11l.—To Mr. A. Conan Dovie 

My pear Sir,—Your modesty will perhaps pardon me if I 
begin by stating that I consider it a privilege to write to you. 
We both follow the profession of literature, both of us know 
what it is not to spare the | geno charta, both understand by 
what hieroglyphic marks the mistakes in proof-sheets may be 
corrected, and both of us, I suppose, receive with due gratitude 
the honorarium to which our labours entitle us. But there the 
resemblance ends. You have fought your way up to the magic 
Castle of Romance, you have struck the shield that hangs upon 
the outer wall, and have blown a loud, clear blast upon the 
mighty horn, [—— But why should I speak of myself? All I 
need do is to tell you again that I am proud to have the chance 
of talking to you for a few moments on paper. 

Many are the pleasant hours I have spent with the men you 
have created, men with deep chests and broad backs and untiring 
lumbs and dauntless courage. That is the company (White or 
otherwise) that I like. I can step into the street at this moment 
and see hundreds of the spindie-shanked and pigeon-breasted in 
their top-hate and black coats and dingy trousers—all very 
worthy, very respectable, and perfectly punctual. They pay 
their rates, and eat their roast mutton, and support then 
families ; they catch their morning trains, and crackle the topics 
of the day with one another as they fare city-wards, but when I 
say that for interest they cannot vie with Micah Clarke and 
Hordle John, or many another of the stout and valiant fellows 
whose honest, swashing blows resound in your stories, that 
Sherlock Helmes, too (never an arch favourite of mine—but let 


that pass) 
truth miidl 
novels, analytical 
Gadarene class, I fancy we have got 
have had for them. Have we not all problems enough of our own 
without pesorting to novels? How shall we fashion our lives, 


ve them all—when I say this I am stating a 
y and, | trust, without offence. And as for problem 
novels, sex-novels, and all the rest of the 
gh any craze we may 


even in such 1 matters as the daily arrangement of dinners 
or the ordering of new clothes, or the making and keepi of 
friends, or the acquisition in marriage of the beloved one? 
These matters are, in all conscience, perplexing enough for us. 
And as for sex-novels, Heaven, we may be degenerate and 
anemic, but most of us have not yet sunk so low as to bother our 
heads about the stale questions that occupy the minds of the 
| @picene purveyors of dirt and balderdash. No, ned in as we 
are by convention and circumstance, we sigh for the lusty and re- 
joicing manhood of past ages. We commit ourselves to you, and 
| under your guidance we press onward into the mountain passes, 





we are with the White Company in their last glorious stand, we 
hear the trumpets sound and clamorous battle-cries re-echo 
from host to host, the arrows hurtle through the air, the pat 
swords rise and gleam and fall, and the tide of conflict rolls back- 
ward and forward till the night descends. And then—why, then 
we come back with fresher hearts to the dull routine of our in- 
glorious lives. And it may chance, too, that after such a com- 
panionship with you we shall feel our breasts thrill with a higher 
emotion and a more generous admiration when we hear of the 
deeds that our fellow-subjects are even now performing far away 
— ie ae ane pees of he eet — 
ut softly, g 1 it is a carper tly : 
that Mr. Dorie does has been done before. eae ll it, 
Dumas has done it. Granted, I answer; but what then? Svcorrt, 
whom we love, and Dumas, whom we love, need not exclude a 
later affection for you. I make no comparisons; I have before my 
eyes the a < Se y~ <4 nor, in v4 case, is it 
either to e or to include a modern by comparing 
him with the ancient masters. a man stand on his own 
sturdy legs and be judged. Thus I place you, and salute and 
thank you. And, I may add, that not so long ago I took from 
the shelf Le Batard de Mauléon, by Dumas, and read it with a 
breathless interest. The period is that of your White Com- 
i ificent fighting in it, but the mail-clad 
warriors fight on the side opposed to yours, and Bertrand du 
Guesclin is their hero. But my pec aa of the Bertrand of 
Dumas did not in the least impair my delight in your Black Prince 
and all the rest of your Hampshire heroes. Why should it not 
be so with all of us? Why should we read Soorr or Dumas, and 
say, “ We end there; no other and later romancer shall ever 
give us pleasure ” ? 

Farewell, Sir. You are yourself a strong, broad-shouldered 
man, and you take a natural delight in deeds of strength and 
courage. Soon I cannot doubt, you will array yourself in 
armour and gird on your sword again. Are there not vast regions 
open to you where adventures may be had for the asking? Pro- 
ceed and conquer them, and lay your spoils once more before 
your faithful readers. Affectionately yours, Tux Vagrant. 





“Briout Caanticuzrer.”—During the s of Mr. Cock, 
Q.C., in the recent “ Medical Divorce Case,” a juryman fell fast 
asleep. At the sound of the voice of “the Herald of the Dawn,” 
it is popularly supposed that the sleeper is awakened. Perha 
the case of the sleeping juryman insensible to the notes of 
Cock, chaunt he never so wisely, is thé exception that proves the 
rule. In future, Mr. Cock, Q.C. will not be “too cocky” as to 
the rousing effect of his oratory. 
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Lait 














She. ‘YoU MUST FORGIVE ME FOR BEING 80 UNENTERTAINING TO-NIGHT, Mr. Sortty ; 
suT |'ve HAD svucn A CoLD ALL DAY, AND I'm ALWays so Strupp WHEN I Bave A CoLD.” 

He (wishing to be gallantly consolatory). ‘‘Wett, | assunE you I sHOULD NEVER HAVE 
NOTICED THAT YOU HAD THE LEAST CoLp!” 











FURTHER PROVERBS. 
(By Our Vague Impressionist. } 


Tere is never rain without sun. 

The early worm is the shepherd’s 
warning. 

Half a loaf is better than a feast. 

see cry “wolf” until the steed is 
stolen. 

A stitch in time saves a pig in a poke. 

Take care of the pence, and you will 
never know where the shoe pinches, 

Wilful waste makes the mare to go. 

Amongst the blind there is no such word 
as “ fail.” 

A man convinced against his will may 
as well be hanged for a dog as a lamb. 

When the cat's away, a man may look 
ata king. 

One good turn may be another man’s 
poison. 


‘*HORAS NON NUMERO” QUAN- 
QUAM ‘SERENAS.” 
[The Times, after publishing an article on the sunny 
South, ceased to record the sunshine in England. } 
Ou! doubtless, well-intentioned Times, 
You tantalised the reader 
With thoughts of sun in brighter climes, 
Depic in your leader ; 
In Monte Carlo or in Nice, 
Where rooms are twenty francs apiece, 
And, as you said, the natives fleece 
The stranger. 


Yet here the shining of the sun 
Deserves more careful mention, 
Ten minutes, five, or even one, 
In London claim attention. 
Strange if no rain or snow should fall, 
Or fog should form a sooty pall ; 
And if the sun should shine, then all 
The stranger. 





TO A BOSCHVIOOLTJE. 


“ Litrte wood violet ”— 
Such the fond epithet 
In mellifluous Dutch bestowed 
On the subject of my ode. 
Yes, it sounds innocent, 
Shy and sweet, redolent. 
“ Boschviooltje!”—how it slips 
Butter-like from out one’s lips, 
Conjuring visions rare 
Of the Spring fresh and fair, 
In this London Autumn-time, 
Charming forth a meed of rhyme! 
See, I've bought twenty-five 
“ Violets,” where they thrive 
At the Hague, and all the lot 
For a guilder have I got. 
Cheap enough, you ‘ll agree— 
Each has scarce cost a d., 
With a cedar box as well, 
And a quasi-Cuban smell. 
Now no more can I wait— 
My desire grows too great ; 
Boschviooltje ! thee I press 
To my lips with close caress! 


Heavens! I feel beastly sick, 

Run and fetch brandy quick! 
Boschviooltje? Bosh indeed! 
’Tis a cabbage run to seed! 

Violets! Some one’s joked ; 

Viler weed no one’s smoked! 
Well, my luck I might have guessed 
From the name. Here, burn the rest! 








LINKS WITH THE PAST. 
(A Continued Correspondence.) 


Dear Poncn,—{ am only forty, yet 1 
have talked to a man who saw the battle ot 
Agincourt. He was present when the en- 

agement came off on the stage of Drury 
Theatre. Yours truly, 
MerTHUSELAH, JUNIOR. 


Dear Mr. Puncu,—I was present at the 
funeral of the first Duke of WeLuiNeToN, 
and (as quite a child) the opening of the 
Crystal Palace at Sydenham. Beyond 
this, I perfectly well remember the last 


appearance of Mr. Macrgapy. And yet I 
am only three-and-twenty. 
Yours sincerely, A SPINsTER. 


Deak Sir,—I have spoken to a man who 
knew a man who was cousin of a man who 
had seen a man who thought he remem- 
bered reading an account of the battle of 
the Alma. is takes us back to the days 
of the Crimean war. Yours faithfully, 

A Fossit or Twenty. 


Dear Mr. Poncu,—I think I can beat 
the record. It is easy enough to say you 


have known men who have heard this and | 


that. But to go back to the flood and | 
earlier, is, in my opinion, one better. 
Well, [ have seen a plank of the ark, and 


a pip from the original apple. I met both 
in a museum at Boston. 


Yours, 


My pear Sir,—The other da ; 
bottle of sauce that had been forgotten in 
a cupboard. It bore traces of having been 
in its glass receptacle for some eighty 
years. When tasted, the flavour was 8 
good as ever. 
who know its merits that 
was called the-——.* 

Yours in the name of business, 
Tae Proprreror. 

® Editorially suppressed. For further particulars, 

apply to the advertisement department. 


Simon SiMpPie. 


e condiment 

















I found a | 


I need scarcely say to those | 
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“BETTER LATE THAN NEVER.” 


Mr. Puncn. ‘GLAD YOU ’VE GOT THEM IN AT LAST, MR. RITCHIE; PITY IT COULDN’T HAVE 
BEEN DONE BEFORE!” 
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ICA ARReseA 








{** The Auto-car will soon make its appearance in Peking.””"— Echo.) 


Anp So wit THe Avto-Cas, 1 OvR 


PrormEeTic CHINESE ARTIST 16 RIGHT. 








SCHOOL-BOARD ELECTION, 1897. 


GunTLEMEN,—I beg to offer myself as a candidate for election 
to the London School Board. It would be my first endeavour, 
if elected, to raise the rate. The British public evidently likes 
School-Board extravagance, so why should it not be humoured ? 

I should give constant attention to the enforcement of regular 
attendance at schools, the wholesale fining of parents, and above 
all, of the teaching of useful subjects, such as playing the har- 
monium, geometrical drawing, the study of the articulated skele- 
ton, the Greek and Hebrew languages in all their various 
ramifications, learning Sanscrit, writing essays onthe Morse 
code of signals. The art of golfing would also occupy a con- 
siderable portion of the scholars’ time (clubs, balls, and links, 
together with a reasonable number of ies, to be provided at 
the expense of the ratepayers). 

The special schools for children of defective intellect, deserves 
and would receive at my hands, every encouragement. I should 
propose to supply the inmates of all such schools with a liberal 
amount of the modern “hilltop” novels, together with the 
recent lucubrations of several of our most distinguished minor 


poets. 

The schools for the deaf and dumb should each be provided 
with a German band. If the efforts of all itinerant Teutonic 
musicians were confined to these institutes, none of the rest of 
the public need earry guns. 

The cookery and laundry classes cannot be of the slightest use, 
nowadays, and I should vote for their abolition the sub- 
stitution of a bicycling class in their place (bicycles, fitted with 
pneumatic tyres, to be provided at the expense of the ratepayers). 

It would, in my opinion, be disastrous to introduce Sectarian 
teaching into the Board Schools. Much better to give the 
children lessons in scorching, and how to dodge the Bobby when 
observed. 

_ I should always oppose the introduction of a birch or any other 
instrument of correction in any Board School. The punishment 
inflicted by such implements 1s all very well in such schools as 





Eton and Rugby, but would at once become degrading in a Board 
School, where none but the most refined and sensitive of children 
| are fornd. 


If returned, I shall esteem it an honour to procure for the! 


rising generation, regardless of cost, a thoroughly up-to-date 
education, so that they may be well equipped for the struggle of 
life (again, at the expense of the ratepayers). 








TO A DESTROYER. 

[‘* While leaving the harbour at Devonport on Saturday, a collision occurred 
between two of the torpedo-boat destroyers. . . . Four of the six forming the 
flotilla at Devonport are now disabled.’’— Daily Chronicle.) 

Destroyers must destroy, oh! yes, 
But we who pay the pe 

Wish you ’d sometimes sink something less 
Expensive than yourself. 








Curistmas Canps.—The “Christmas Card ” is annually threat- 
ened with extinction ; it was to have been dead as the Dodo, and 
as much a fashion of the past as the Dado. Yet here it is again 
and as much to the front as ever. Raraag. Tuck anp Sons! 
Probably Father Tuck brings the cards out simply as a Christmas 
amusement for his cones ‘fe kind! So thoughtful! His “house 
of cards” is solid. Their booklets, calendars and inotype 
panels are as novel as 1897 can produce. Further addition is a 
charming gift-book of Hamlet, ulustrated by Haroup Corrine. 
Exquisitely and cheerfully got up, it is Hamlet out of mourning 
ane for the festive season only. This book is dedicated to 

ir Henry 


Invine. 
A Nore ow a Diary orn 80.—Our little “ systems” are a) 
to last only for a poetical day, but Joun Watker & Co.'s“ - 
loop” et diaries have a neat, useful endurance for three 
hun and sixty-five plain, matter-of-fact days. Now that ’98 
is in view, there is no going back, but start afresh with this 
excellent system in the choicest varieties of leather. How nice to 
look at the diaries now! So blank! so new! But at the end of 
the year! .... Happy Thought! Put down nothing that’s 
unpleasant to remember. 





A Suggestion for an Advertisement. 
TRY OUR TURKEY CARPETS! 
Can’T BE BEATEN BY ANYONE ANYWHERE! ! 














| Distinction. 
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A “CHEF D’ORCHESTRE ;” 
Or, A Soul for Music. 
A Skerem or A Carver AT A RESTAURANT ENTIRELY CARRIED 


AWAY BY THE STRAINS OF THE INTERMEZZO FROM CAVALLERIA 
RUSTICANA, AS PERFORMED BY THE BaND IN THE GALLERY. 








AMONG THE ROARING FORTIES ; 


Or, The New Minagerie of Letters, 

[A certain weekly paper is said to have established a British Equivalent fo 

the Académie Francaise, with annual prizes amounting to 150 guineas.) 
Man, 1897. 

Dear Mr. Puncu,—Your attention may have been directed to 
a recent epoch-making announcement in the pages of The School- 
master at Home. The staff of that leading organ of criticism has 
decided to establish a Ménagerie Littéraire. Already it has 
tentatively published a list of the Greatest Forty. Once a year 
it threatens to select a work of signal merit and crown it 
(Fr. cowronner) with a Triple-Expansion Grand Piano. It has 
further arranged for the coronation of a book by some you 
aspirant. The tiara in this case will take the shape of a Smal 
Cottage Street-organ. It is felt that this munificent offer will 
furnish a noble source of sustinence to the starving hero of the 
year ; and, apart from the grosser incentive, will encourage even 
the Greatest Writers to become, if ible, Greater Still. 

But, weighty as must always be the authority of such a journal 
as The Schoolmaster at Home, I can hardly doubt but that some 
of The Rejected will appeal inst its verdict to your sympa- 


| thetic and erudite judgment. My many friends (including notori- 


ous pulpit-orators) have urged me, much against the instincts 
of modesty, to write to you on my own claims. I am emboldened 
to take upon me this uncongenial task by the kindly appreciation 
you have nen bmn ry to my latest masterpiece, The Heathen. 
To have come to something like 100, beating British 
bosoms ought, you would sup , to entitle a writer to rank 
within thirty-six places, say, of the Duke of Argyll. I think I 
have the authority of the President of the Seccuiahed Society of 
Authors (whose name, I notice, is no more there than mine) for 
contending that Popularity is the true measure of Literary 
But as it has never been my habit to boom my own 
work, I merely ask for a referendum to be addressed to the great 
heart of England. 
I am, Yours in the bond of literature, H-ut C-n-. 
P.S.—Native Extraction is, I believe, necessary to success in 
this competition; but the ordinary coupon system has been 
generously dispensed with. 





No. 1, Outside the critical pale, 
Sir,—It has always been among the most painful Sorrows of 
Satan that, while largely appreciated by the masses, his extreme 
merits have never been recognised by the Elect. In this sentiment 
I altogether differ from my friend. I am content to titillate the 
billion, By the way, have you seen my portraits? 
Yours retiringly, M-2- C-R-11-. 
P.S.—If justice had been done (which it never is), I hold that 
Mr. Swinsurne’s place in this malpagasts should have been taken 
by that excepti ly brilliant bard, Mr. Erre Mackay. 


The Summit, Hindhead, 
Deae Ma. Puncn,— 
“The mountain sheep are sweeter, 
But the valley sheep are fatter. 
You follow me? Yours, till Pisgah, 
Ga-nt ALL-N. 


Houmorovs Sir,—Gratified as I am, in a political sense, to 
observe that no fewer than four ex-Ministers of the Liberal 
Government find places in the first eleven ¢ presume that the Mr. 
W. E. Guapstrong there mentioned is identical with the well- 
known Statesman), while not a single Tory figures in the whole 
list, I cannot but think that insufficient honour has been paid to 
the claims of pure esprit. Might not room, for instance, have 
been found for the author of Ex Tempore Lucubrata? 

Yours playfully, A-c-st-N- B-RR-LL. 


Vigo Street. 
S1r,—To be excluded from a catalogue which ignores the merits 
of Mr. Atrrep AustIN is, in itself, an honour which I ask 
nothing better. Yours, au grand sérieur, W-t1-m W-t1s-n. 


Vigo Street. 
Dear Mr. Poncu,—How comes it that the name of my dis- 
tinguished friend Mr. Joun Davipson is not to be traced among 
the Greatest Forty ? Yours, &c., R. L- G-L1-Nn-, 


Vigo Street. 
Dean Mr. Punca,—How comes it that the name of my dis- 
tinguished friend Mr. Rionarp Le GaLuienne is not to be traced 
among the Greatest Forty ? Yours, &c., J-an D-v-ps-n. 


At the Sign of the Aérial Triplets. 
Str,—Man is a bestial, if necessary, blot upon creation. Could | 
I and similar matrons have our way, he should be soundly | 
smacked. Sexual jealousy, I take it, has kept my name from this 
arbitrary list. Yet I have just written The Beth Book in the 
World! It is not for me to say who has written the necth beth. 
Yours indi y; S-n-n Gr-np. 
P.S.—I exempt you, Mr. Punch, from the spanking assertion 
with which my letter opens. i 
clo Clio, Parnassus. 


Dear Mr. Poncn,—I am glad to observe my name among The | 


Forty. I do not, however, altogether subscribe to the other 
thirty-nine articles. Yours, sceptically, W.E. H. L-ory. 
c/o D. T. 


My pear Mr. Puncu,—Though myself a writer of verse of the | 
old school, and therefore unlikely to receive due recognition from | 
a decadent age, I am still not oblivious of the merits of rising | 
talent. Now, there is one young man whose name should cer- 
tainly have appeared in the list of Worthies. He has already | 
published his collected works ; but being curiously unaffected b | 
a sense of his own importance, he would never advertise himself | 
by putting forward his own claims. I hope I shall not be sus- | 
pected of partisanship if I urge them on his behalf. It is a youth | 
of promise—a certain Mr. Max Breersoum. 

Yours warmly, Ci-m-nt So-tr. 


The Morgue, Paris. | 

Str Puncn, Mrister,—Hope differed—as one says—makes the 
core bilious. Here they will not have me at no price, try all I 
will. But you, you have the nose fine for merit. Albeit, in| 
effect, not of Anglo-Saxon provenance, [ am traveller. I have 
made the guet voyage of the Sleeve. See there, then, I speak | 
the English. O yes! Alright. Agree, &c., Em-t- Z-1-. | 


(Imperial Wire.) 

Charivari London On strength of mortal verse volume sermons | 

and British extraction claim seat in Ménagerie Littéraire with 
interim damages for lése-majesté William Potsdam. 








Someraine Weit Known, sur not GeneraLLy REMEMBERED.— 
That we owe the invention of printing to a “ Coster.” 
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THE QUARTERLY ACCOUNTS. 


Clerk. ‘‘SorRY To SAY, SIR, THERE'S A SADDLE WE CAN'T ACCOUNT FoR. CAN'T FIND OUT WHO IT WAS SENT TO. 


Employer. ‘‘ CHARGE IT ON ALL THE BIL1s.” 








“NEW LAMPS FOR OLD.” 


In pursuance of his benevolent plan, Mr. Punch begs to offer 
his younger readers another nursery story, re-written in a style 
that will commend itself to the youthful decadents of the present 
day. With the charming vagueness so much in fashion, it is 
valled simply 

AN INTERLUDE. 


_Jack Horner sighed wearily, and turned to his sister. 
Jemima,” he said, “ you annoy me—you annoy me excessively. 
When I fain would pen the last stanza of this priceless Ballade 
of Bath Buns you interrupt me with a Philistine request to “ play 
soldiers.” Child, I begin to despair of you. You are eight years 
old—but twelve months younger than myself—and you are dead, 
; dead, to all the finer instincts of the msthetic mind. 
JEMIMA, I crave for solitude—I would commune with my own 
— thoughts, and probe the mystery of the inmost soul. And 
so, having wiped my fingers—which I perceive to be stained with 
the ink of authorship—in your hair (I beseech you, spare me 
those inharmonious wailings!), I will now seat my in yonder 
corner, secluded as far as may be from the debasing horrors of 
the nursery furniture.” 

He moved towards the corner, but paused for awhile at the 
table. “Ah, what have we here?” he murmured. “ Yes, it is 
one of those quaint relics of an effete superstition—it is, in fact 
what they call ‘a Christmas pie.’ Yes, this strange emblem o 
the benighted past shall accompany me to my corner. ‘Twill 
furnish food for both mind and body. Dear pie, let us wend 
together! ” 

“ That is my pie!” cried his sister, angrily. 

He turned towards her, and with inimitable laid his 
thumb lightly upon his nose and spread his tapering fingers to- 
wards the girl. 

“You are so crude, Jemma,” he said in weary tones. “We 





have done for ever with those foolish distinctions. Whether 
‘twas once yours matters not ; rest content to know that at least 
"tis mine now. We have done with the bad old modes of thought, 
we have done with ignorant altruism—and if I have struck you 
with some — emphasis on the nose, ’tis scarce needful to 
shriek in that distressing way!” 

He seated himself comfortably in the corner, and then turning 
towards his still sobbing sister, poised a large currant deftly on 
the thumb of his right hand. 

“ Jemima, it were wiser to rejoice that you have a brother who 
is in truth a paragon of virtue. Why lament that the low and 
sordid delight of eating this pie is withheld from you? Yours is 
to be a far rarer and more subtle pleasure, which I will now 
afford you, even at the risk of some personal inconvenience. This 
afternoon have I finished that pot of strawberry-jam which I 
stole—nay, that is a Philistine word—which I rescued from the 
store-room. Subsequently I took to my inmost self at tea-time 
two meretricious muffins and six coquettish crumpets. Yet, so 
admirable is my courage, so dauntless my virtue, that I will not 
shrink from this present task, I will not deny you this purest 
pleasure. You shall not eat this pie, Jemima, but—happy, happy 
girl |—you shall see me eat it!” 

There was a tense silence as Jack Horner swallowed mouthful 
after mouthful. “Dear, delicious morsel!” he exclaimed, apos- 
trophising the large currant which still rested on his thumb, 
“ripened, perchance, in sunny Greece, replete with the divine 
Greek charm, you are placed at last in no unworthy mouth!” ... 

It was all over. The deed was accompli Not a crumb of 
the pie remained. But Jack Honner grew white and pale, while 
his sister rded him with wicked Log 

“ Alack,” he moaned, “’tis ever lot of the truly good to 
suffer ! st feeling of depression is stealing over me! 
> - « « ane added, in strangely altered accents, “ don’t 
sit there giggling like that, you little booby! Can’t you see I’m 
ill? Go and fetch the nurse, dear Jzmima—and do please be quick !” 
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Sportsman (who has just shot at a duck), ‘‘1 THINK HE 'LL COME pDowN, DuNCcAN.” 


Duncan, “ AY, Str, HE 'LL COME DOWN 


WHEN HE'S HuNGrRY.’ 








TOBY, M.P."S PARLIAMENTARY CUIDE. 
Il. 


The Speaker put the Question.—The new 
Member will do well to train himself in 
observing where the Speaker puts the 
question. As he may learn to his cost, 
there is significant difference between the 
Speaker putting the question in his boots, 
under the cushion of his Chair, or simply 
in his pocket. 

“I am sure hon. Gentlemen near me will 
bear me out when I say——”—Next to 
moving the Speaker out of the Chair, a 
Parliamentary proceeding already 
scribed, this is the most popular, as tending 
| to vary the monotony A dull sitting. It 
has, moreover, its uses and advantages as 








** Hon. Gentlemen near me w 
when I say——! 


ill bear me out 
” 





indicating the probable course of a debate. 
Members listen to what the gentleman on 
his legs has to say, and if they agree with 
his assertion or argument, those near him 
instantly jump up, and generously ecnfirm 
his expectation that they will “bear him 
out,” dropping him either in the Central | 
Lobby or down the main staircase, as he 
is personally popular or otherwice. they 
dissent, they ignore his invitation. Old | 
Parliamentary Hands often forecast the 
issue of an important debate, simply from 
watching this course of procedure. 

Sark tells me this custom had something 
to do with the rejection, by a small ma- 
jority, of Marrnew Waite Riper, when 

e offered himself as a candidate for the 
Speakership. Had he scaled even a stun 
less, he might have run Mr. Gutty nearer. 
But every pound over sixteen stun obvi- 
ously increases the difficulty of “moving 
the Speaker out of the Chair.” Members 
think of this when called upon to decide | 
agg the candidates for the Speaker- 

ip. 








SPORTIVE SONGS. 


A Sporting Cavalier, sojourning on the South | 
Downs, unwittingly takes wrong course to the 
trysting-place of the Hounds, and is grievously | 
disappointed, 

Tue morning mist is wan and grey 
Sweeping across the blue-green downs, 
Hiding the dawning of the day 
With wind-borne wrinkles, foggy frowns. 

The air is nipping, taking hold 

As Dunstan did the Deuce’s nose, 

And clutching with its fingers cold 

The limbs that still demand repose. 


For many a mile I’ll have to ride 
Across the short-clipped, wintry sward, 
Before I reach the covert-side, 
Where I may find my right reward. 
She knows the guerdon that I seek, 
A glance, a word, may be a smile, 
And, were all Nature thrice as bleak, 
I’d ride a league for every mile! 


I see you sitting on your bay, 
Diana-Vernon-like, you seem. 

Oh! would that I could hymn a lay! 
Or symbolise a painter’s dream 

Of all that’s femininely fair 
Of all that’s beautiful and true! 

Both song and picture should be rare 
Because they ’d only speak of you! 


7 Se ry ons =f Wold, 
y y of the laughing eyes, 
That can such poten seey $4 
And give to Hope what Love denies! 
Of you, who sent that little note! 
’Tis next my heart! I do declare 
’Tis warmer than my overcoat! 
“ At Upton Gorze, shall you be there?” 


Thus thinking of you as we 
O’er broken ridge and cha hill, 
O’er dyke and ditch, no check I heed ; 
I ride with purposeness of will. 
Nearer and nearer yet we draw 
To Upton Gorze. The goal is near. 
The air that I thought chill and raw, 
Is now divinely warm and clear! 


The Gorze at last! No one in sight! 
No hounds! No field! Am I too late? 
My watch! Oh! yes; the hour’s all right! 

I breathe again. Of course, I'll wait. | 
A yokel! “Hi! what time’s the meet?” | 
“What meet? There’s none out here | 
to-day!” 
“ At Upton Gorze,” I twice repeat 
“Oh! 
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Upton! That's ten miles away !! 
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